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s EN E——Henry the Sixth's Camp. 


1 ADELINE, in Mens Coat hs. 


Hi IGHO!—fix dark and weary miles, and not 
yet at the camp; how tediouſly afffiction traces. 
Come, Gregory, come on, why how you lag behind: 
poor ſimple ſoul, what cares has he to weigh him 
down ?—Oh, yes, he has ſerved me from my cradle, 
and his plain honeſt heart feels for his miſtreſs's fallen 
fortunes, and is ſo heavy.—Come, my good old fel- 
low, come. fs 


Enter GREGORY, 


+ Greg. Mercy On us; how my poor legs FD ach! | 
2 What, with only fix miles: this morning 


Ereg. Six—lixteen, if we've gone an inch; my 
2 es ar? cut in pieces. A man may as well do pe- 
Lues with peas in his ſhoes as trudge over theſe con- 
"2 Wponded roads in Northamberland, I uſed to wonder 

* ä . 
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1 
when we were at home in the South, where it is as 
ſmooth. as a bowling-green, what the labourers did 
with the looſe ſtones they carried off the highways. — 
But now I find they come and ſhoot their rubbiſh in 
the northern countries. I wiſh we had never come 
into 'em, with all my heart. 

Adel. Then you are weary of my ſervice—you 
Wiſh you had not followed me. 

Greg. Who, I—Heaven forbid! I'd follow vou 
to the end of the world ;—nay, for the matter of that, 
I believe I all follow there : for I have tramp'd after 
you a damn'd long way without knowing where we 

are going. But I'd live—aye and die to ſerve you. 
Adel. Well, well, we muſt to the wars, my good 
Gregory. 
Greg. The wars! O Lord, that's taking me at 
my word with a vengeance [ never could abide 
fighting, there” s ſomething ſo plaguey quarrelſome in 
It, 

Adel. Then you had beſt return. We now, Gre- 
gory, are approaching King Henry's camp. 
 _ (rreg. Are we—Q dear, O dear! pray then let* 8 
make off as faſt as we can. 

Adel Don't you obſerve the Mgt breaking thro' 
the teats yoader ? 

- Greg. Mercy on me—they are tents ſure enough. 
Come, Madim, let's wheel about, if you pleaſe. 

Ailel. Why, whither ſhould I go, poor ſimpleton? 
my houſe is wretchedneſs—The wars I ſeek have made 
It ſo—they have robb'd me of my huſband—comfort 
now is loſt to me, My very children, whoſe pretty 
frolic round our hearth, charm'd even time and made 
the lagging winter's night fly ſwift as lover's meet- 
ingz—even'they make my heart bleed if they but ſmile 
on mc—1 kiſs them thro' my tears, and figh that they 
have loſt a father. Oh Gondibert, too faithful to 
| weak cauſe—our ruin is involved with our betters. 

| Creg. 
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Greg. Oh, rot the cauſe! ſay I——plagne on the 
houſe of Lancaſter, it has been many a noble gentle- 
man's undoing: the white and red roſes have cauſed 
more eyes to water in England than if we had planted 
the whole iſland with onions. Suck a coil kept up 
with theſe two houſes—one's ſo old, and Yother's ſo”. 
old, they ought both to be pull'd down, for a couple 
of nuiſances to the nation. 

Adel. Peace | peace! man——half ſuch a word 
tho' ſpoken at random might coſt your life — the times, 
Gregory, are dangerous. ' = 

Greg. Very true indeed, Madam; Death has no 
modeſty in him now-a-days ; he ſtares every body full 
in the face, 1 wiſh we had kept quiet at home out 
of his way : who knows but my maſter, Lord Gondi- 
bert, might have return'd too as unexpectedly as he 
went l'm ſure he left us unexpectedly enough, for the 
deuce of any notice did he give us of his going. 

Adel. Aye, Gregory, was it not unkind - and yet 
I will not call him ſo—the times are cruel not my 
huſband - his affection had roo much thought in it 
to change —his regular love corrected by the ſteady 
vigour of his mind knew not the turbulence of boyiſh 
raptures; but like a ſober river in its banks flowed 
with a ſweet and equal current. Oh it was ſuch a 
placid ſtream of tenderneſs How long is it ſince 
your maſter left us, Gregory? | 

_ Grezs, Six months come to-morrow, Madam— 1 
caught a violent cold the ſame day; it has ſettled in 
my eyes I believe, for they have been troubleſome to 
me ever ſince. Ah ! TI ſhall never forget that mor- 
ning when the ſpies of the houſe of York, that's got 
upon the throne, ſurrounded him for being an old 
friend to the Lancaſters. Egad he laid about him like 

a lion, and with his broad-ſword, whack, he comes 
me one over the ſconce. - Pat he goes me another 
over the cheek—and after putting em all out of breath, 


about 
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about he wheels his horſe, and we have never feen or 


heard of him ſince. 5 
Adel. And from that day to this I have in vain 


cheriſh'd hopes of his return—fearful, no doubt, f 


being ſurpriſed, he keeps conceal'd ; thus is he torn 
from me—torn from his children — from tender bloſ- 
ſoms too weak to be expos d to the rude tempeſts of 
the times, and leaves their innocence unſheltered. 

Greg. Yes, and mine among the reſt—But what 
is it you mean to do, Madam ? 

Adel. To ſeek him in the camp—the Lancaſters 
again are making head here in the north. If he has 
had an opportunity of joining them, 'tis more than 
probable he is in their army—neither will we, and for 
this purpoſe have I doff'd my woman's habit—leaving 
my houſe to the care of a truſty friend—and thus ac- 
coutred have led you, Gregory, the faithful follower 
of my ſorrows, a weary journey half over England, 

Greg. Weary, oh dear—no, not, at all [ cou*d 
turn about again directly, and walk back briſker by 
half than I came. 

All. What, man! afraid? Come, come, we run 
© but little riſque—example too will animate us—the 

very air of the camp, Gregory, will brace your cou- 
rage to the true martial pitch. 

Greg. That may be, Madam; and yet for a brac- 
ing air, people are apt to die in it ſooner than in any 
other place. 

Adel. Pſhaw, prithee, man, put but a confident 
look on the matter, and we ſhall do I warrant—a bluff 
and bluſtering outſide often conceals a chicken heart— 
mine achs I'm ſure, but I'll hide my grief under the 
veil of airy careleſſneſs Down, ſorrows, I'Il be all 
buſtle like the occaſion. Come, Gregory, now I 
muſt be the petulant military ſtripling—Mark your 
miſtreſs, man, and learn —ſee how ſhe'l! play the part 


of a young ſoldier. ; LY 


TE] ; 
S O NS. 


Adelina. 


THE mincing ſtep, the woman's air, 
The tender ſigh, a ſofter note, 

Poor Adeline muſt now forſwear, 
Nor think upon the petticoat. Exit. 


Greg, Well, if I muſt go, I muſt; I can't help 
following my Adeline —affection has led many a bolder 
man by the noſe than I; I wonder though how your 

bold fellows find themſelves juſt before they are going 
to fight ;—[ wonder if they have an uncomfortable 
ſort of ſticking in the throat, and a. queer kind of a 
cold tickling in ſome part of the fleſh. Oh, Gregory, 
Gregory Gubbins! your peaceabl- qualities will never 
do in a camp I never could bear gunpowder ſince I. 
got fuddled at the fair, and the boys ty'd crackers 
under Dobbin's tail in the market place. 8 


. 


Gregory. 

AH, what's a valiant hero! 

Beat the drum, 

Hell come round, 
Nothing does he fear oh! 

Riſques his life | 
nie the hte .. - * 
There havoc ſplit his ear, oh! 


Groans 
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Groans abound, 
Trumpets ſound, | 
What brings up the rear-oh ? 
In comes death, 
And ſtops his breath, 
Then "__ bye, valiant hero. 


SCENE——The Camp at Babe 


Enter a Daun nB 3 FIE E. 


Drum. Morrow to you, Mr. Tooting, a merry 
day- breaking to your worſhip. 
 #ife, A ſad head-breaking, I "94 plaguy tron- 
bleſome times brother, buffeted by the oppoſite party 
out of one place, and now waitipg till they come to 
buffet us out of another. Whenever they do come, 
let me tell you, a man will ſcarce have time to get up 
from his ſtraw bed before he's laid down again by a 
Jong ſhot of the enemy, we ſhall be popp'd at like a 
. Parcel of partridges riſing from ſtubble. 

Drum. Pſhaw, what ſignifies taking matters to- 
| Heart, luck s gl—war' s a Chance you know—if one 
day's bad another's better—what matters an odd drub- 

bing or ſo? a ſoldier ſhould never grumble. 

Fi. Why zounds, fleſh and blood nor any thing 
that belongs to a camp can't help it—do now, only 
give your drum a good beating and mind what a 
damn'd noiſe it will make—not grumble, when we 

take ſo many hard knocks. 

Drum. No, to be ſure, elſe how ſhould v we be able 
to return em. 

Fife, Why, there ſtands the aſe, we never can 
return 'em, others now can have a blow, and give a 
blow, but as for me and yourſelf, and Kit Crackcheeks, 
the trumpeter—od'sbud, they may thump us from 
morning till night, and all the revenge we have, is 


toot a toot, dub a dub, and tantarara. | 8 
ö Drum. 
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Drum. O fie, learn to know our conſequence bet- 


ter, brother, I beſeech you: My word for it, we are 


the heroes that do all the execution - who but we, 


keep up the vigour of an engagement, and the courage 
of the ſoldiers. Fear, brother, is for all the world 
like your bite of a tarantula, there's no conquering its 
effects without muſic, We are of as much conſe- 


quence to an army, as wind to a wind-mill. The 
wings can't be ſet in motion without us. 

7% Marry, that's true, and if two armies ever 
meet without coming to blows, nothing but our ab- 
ſence can be the occaſion of it, the only way to reſtore 


true harmony is, to take away our muſic, ,_ 


Enter a CORPORAL and fix SOLDIERS, 


Soll. Come along, my boys, now for the news. 
Corp. Silence. 
Sold. Ay, ſilence, 
Corp, Hold your peace there, and, liſten to / wild 
1 am going to inform you—now—who am 1? 
Sold. Our corporal—Alick Puff —our corporal. 
Corp. Oho, .am I ſo—then obey my orders ye 


94 


riotous raſcals, and keep your tongues between the 


few teeth the civil wars have been civil enough to 


leave you. — What, is it for a parcel of pitiful privates 


to gabble before their ſuperior officers—know your- 


ſelves, for a parcel of i ignorant boobies, and don t 


forget that I'm at the head of you. 
Drum. But prithee, good maſter corporal, what 


news! 2 


Corp. Aye, there now it is, good maſter corpo= - 


Tal, and ſweet maſter corporal, the news—and who is 
to tell it but I, and what do I ever get by it? 


Fife. Come, come, you ſhall have our thanks with 


Sold. 


; all our hearts—we promiſe you that, 
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Sold. Aye, aye, that ye ſhall—now for it. 
Corp. Why then, you'll all have your throats cat 
before to-morrow morning. 

Sold, How ! 

Drum. Pſhaw, it can't be. 

Corp, See there now, juſt as I expected, after all I 
have imparted. merely for your pleaſure and fatisfac- 


tion—not a man among ye has the gratitude to ſay— |} 


thank'ye, thank'ye corporal, for your kind informa- 
tion. 

Drum. But is the enemy at hand? | 

Corp. No matter—mum—only when the buſineſs is 
over with you, and you are all ſtiff in the field do me 
the credit to ſay, I was the firſt that told you it wou'd 
happen. I Alexander Puff, corporal to king Henry 
the ſixth, heavens bleſs him! in his majeſty's camp 
at Hexham, in Northumberland. 


Fife, Well, tho' they do muſter ſtrong, we may 


make Edward's party ſkip, if we have but * ou 
our ſide. 

Corp. Well ſaid, Mr. Wiſeacre—juſtice, no, no, 
might overcomes right now a- days, bully rebellion 
has almoſt frightened -puny juſtice out of her wits, 
and when ſhe ventures to weigh cauſes, her hand trem- 
bles ſo, that half the merits tumble out of the ſcale. 
Fiſe. But till I ſay 
Corp. Say, ſay no more, but take care of yourſelf 
in the battle: that's all, $'blood if the enemy were to 
find your little taper dry carcaſe pink, full of round 
holes, they'd miſtake you for your own fife—but re- 
member this, my lads, Edward of York has again 
ſhov'd king Henry from his poſſeſſions, and ſquatted 


bis own uſurping beggarly galligaſkins in the clean # 


. 
5 1 
oo * 
45 
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ſeat of ſovereignty. Here are we, brave fellows of 
Hexham, come to place him on the ſtool of repen- 
tance—and, there's our king at the head of us—agd 


there's his noble couſort, the ſword and buckler, 


Queen 
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Queen Margaret —and there's the Lord Seneſchal of 
Normandy and the Lord Duke of Somerſet and the 
lord knows who. The enemy are at hand with a 
thumping power So up courage and to loggerheads 
we go for iti.—Huzza for the red roſe and the houſe 
of Lancaſter.. 1 
Soldiers. Huzza! huzza! huzza 


$ 0M G0. 
Drum. 


MY tight fellow-ſoldiers prepare for your foes, 

Fight away for the cauſe of the jolly red roſe ; 

Never flinch while yoa live, ſhou'd you meet with 
your death _ 

There's no fear that you'll run, you'll be quite out of 
brene TS, | 


Then be true to your colours the Lancaſters choſe, 
And the laurel entwine with the jolly red roſe. 


He who follows for honour the drum or the fife, 
May perhaps have the luck to get honour for life, 
And he who for money makes fighting his trade, 
Let him now face the foe, he'll be handſomely paid. 


Chorus — Then be true, Ic. 


Tho' bullets like hail-ſtones ſhou'd whizz round our 
. ears, 5 2 2 8 
Each man muſt puſh on when his orders he hears ; 
March will ſoon be the word, he who ſtops is in 
fault, f 


When the battle is oer, you'll all of ye halt. 


Chorus. Then be true, Sc 
Fe „ 
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The goht fairly done, my brave boys of the blade, 4 
How we'll talk ober our cups of the havock we've i 
How we'll talk we if once kill a captain or two, 1 


Or a hundred brave fellows whom nobody knew. 


Chorus ben be true, Cc. 
[Exeunt. 
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SCENE—Dreen Margaret's Tent. 
Enter Fool, Jmnging. | 


A a fage in days of yore, 
A choice example ſer us, 
Whate er was right or wrong before, 
W hate'er might teize or fret us, 
His pliant temper turns at will, 
Self- eaſe his only paſſion, 
He'd preach, or fave, or fight, or kit, 
Juſt as it was the faſhion. 
Then hey for the red roſe, 
1 he bonny, bonny, red roſe, 
The ſweeteſt roſe 
| That ſummer blows, 
Is the ſweet bonny red roſe. 


So when the enemy, ſmoaking hot, 
With war and blood comes reeking, 
With head in brazen ſkiller got, 
You tremble while he's ſpeaking. 
With zoands and fire, you eqs. cur. 
On which fide do you battle? 
On yours, my White roſe, worthy ſir, 


We'll lay both men and cattle. | 
Then * for the white rel, 1 
The 
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» The bonny, bonny, white roſe, | 
1 I as ne'er denied, ; 
E Ihe garden's pride; 

# Is ſtill the bonny white roſe. 

Shou'd roſes white and red decay, 

a And lillies live the longeſt, 


Or drooping tulips force their way, 
Tom Fool ſhall join the ſtrongelt. - 
As taylors ſtill muſt ftrive to live, 
Were doublets out of fafhion, 
And collars high and monſtrous raws, | 
Become a reigning paſſion. 2 
Then bey for the red roſe, 
Or, the bonny white role, 
Or any roſe that ſaves from blows, 
Tom Fool is for the right roſe. 
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Queen Margaret has ſhelter'd me from the peltings 
of fortune this many a year and now the pelting has 
damaged my ſnhelter - but fi}] I ſtick to it and more 
ſimpleton I, to ſtand like a thin clad booby in a hard 

ſhower, under an unroof'd pent-houſe. Truly for a 
fool of experience I have but little wiſdom, and yet 
a camp ſuits well with my humour—take away the 
fighting—the ſleeping in a field—the bad fare—the 
Tong marches, and the ſhort pay, and a ſoldier is a 
rare' merry life: Here come two more multerers ; 
troth we have need of 'em, for conſidering the good- 
neſs of the cauſe, they drop in as ſparingly as mites in 
a poor box. / (Ketrres up. 


Enter ADELINE and GREGORY» 


Adel, Tremble not now Gregory for your liſe! 
Greg, Lord, Ma'am, that's the only thing I do 
tremble for— If 1 had as many lives as a cat, I muſt 
* borrow 
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borrow a tenth, I fancy, to carry me ont of this place. 

Adel. Pooh, prithee, we are here among friends; 
did not you mark the courteſy of the centinels, who, 
ppon ſignifying our intentions, bid us paſs on till we 
ſhould find a leader to whom we might tender our 
ſervices. 

Greg. (Pointing to the Fool.) Oh, and there he 
is, I fuppoſe ; mercy on us, he's a terrible looking fel- 


Jow !—His coat has been fo pepper'd with muſket ſhot 
in the wars, that 1 it is patch'd from the very top to the 
bottom. 


Adel. Tut, tut, man, your fears have made 100 
blind. This motley gentleman's occupation has no- 
thing terrible in't, I'll anſwer for t—vel accoſt him— 


How now fellow ?' 


Fool. How now, Fool? 
Adel. What, ſirrah, call you me Fool ? | 
Fosl. Faith, may 1 fi ir, when you call me fellow, 


bail to ye fir—ye are very well met, nay you need not 
be aſhamed of me for a companion. Simple though 
1 feem, we fools come of a great 4 with a num- 
| ber of rich relations. | 


Adel. Why do you follow the camps, fool ? 
Foel. For the ſame reaſon that a blind beggar fol- 


lows his dog. Tho” it may lead me where my neck 


may be broke, I can't get on in the world without it. 
You, fir, I take it, are come like me to ſhoot at the 
enemy. 

Adel. I come partly indeed, among other pur- 


poſes, to offer my weak aid to the camp. 


Fool. Your weakneſs, fir, acts marvellous wiſely, 
hy be the clean ſhav'd Neſtor of the regiment. 
Auel. If I could find your leader, I would vouch 


to for the integrity of this my follower, to be re- 


ceiv'd into the ranks, 
reg Oh no, you need not put yourſelf to the 
* of vouc hing for me. 1 
| 904. 
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Fool. Right, for your knave when great folks have 
occaſion for him, is received with little enquiry into 
his character - marry let an honeſt man lack their 
aſſiſtauce and ſtarving ſtares him in the face for want 
of a recommendation. | 

Adel. Lead us to your general, and you {hail 
be well remember'd by me. 

Fool. Why as to a general, I can ſtand you in lit- 
tle ſtead, but if ſuch a ſimple thing as a queen can 
content ye, I am your only man for being a proper 
fellow and a huge tickler up of a lady's fancy I may 
chance to puſh your fortune as far as another truly 
you fell into good hands when you ſtumbl'd on me 
l am one of the fools that have intereit at court. 
(Fluriſh) Stand back, here comes royalty. 


Enter QUEEN, SOMERSET, LA VARENNE, and Sor 
_ DIERS from the Tent, | 


Somer, Here if it pleaſe you, madam, - we'it de- 
bate—our tented councils but diſturb the king, and 
dreak bis pioas meditations. 

Queen. True Somerſet, for ſome there are that 
idly ſtretch'd upon the bank of life, ſleep till the 
ſtream runs dry—is't not vexatious that frolic. na- 
ture, as it were in mockery, ſhould in the rough 
and luſty mould of manhood incruſt a feeble mind? 
Activity, quick jealouſy of honour; emulation are 
man's imperial attribures! A monarch, towfring in 
royal ſtrength, like Jove's proud eagle, ſhould boaſt 
ſuch bold and lofty flights of ſpirir—that while he 
ſoars, the o'er ſtrained ſtrings of viſion ſhall crack 
with gazing. Heaven and earth—it mads me to 
witneſs this ſupineneſs! Well on me muſt reſt the 
load of war. Aſſiſt me then ye powers of juſt re- 
_ venge— fix deep the memory of injured majeſty—heat 

my glowing fancy, with all the glittering pride of 
Lee B 3 ny” 
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1.igh dominion, thet when we meet the traitors who 
-uſurp'd it, my breaſe all ſwell with manly indigna- 
tion, and ſpur me on d enterprize. 
La Var. Oh happy the knight who wields his 
ſword for ſuch a miſtreſs! I cannot but be proud — 
When late in Normandy your grace demanded fſuc- 
cour of my countrymen, and beauty in diſtreſs ſhone 
like the ſun piercing a ſummer's cloud, I ſaid well our 
French blood (ever prone to mount) danc'd in our 
veins, with more than common lightneſs. Then was 
I the honor'd cavalier—a royal lady choſe, from the 
flowers of our nobility—to right her cauſe and puniſh 
her oppreſſions. 0 
veen. Thanks, La Varenne, our cauſe is bound 
to you, and my particular bond of obligation is ſtamp'd 
with the warm ſealof gratitude. Your'sis a high and 
gallant ſpirit, lord; imgatient of inaction, even in 
peace it maniſeſts its owner, For I found you in 
France (that nurſe of courteſy) our ſex's foremoſt 
champion in the tournament, bearing away the prize, 
that you might lay't at ſome fair lady's feet. Thus in 
rehearſal—training the martial mind to feats of chi- 
vulry, that when occaſion call'd for real ſervice, it ever 
was found ready—witheſs the troops you led to ac- 
tion —ſay lords, think you not, that theſe our hot 
bred Normans, mingled with our hardy Scottiſh 
friends, (like fire in flint) will when the iron hand gf 
batile ſtrikes - produce ſuch hot and vival ſparks of 
_* valour—that the pale Houſe of York—aghaſt with 
fear, ſhall periſh in the flame it raſhly kindled. 
Sommer. Madam our hopes are high as your's, 
when'royal beauty, joined to royal courage, ſmiles in 
our camp and animates our ſoldiers, we may hope 
every thing—the troops look chearily and promiſe us 
ſucceſs. h 19 | , e 
La Var. No doubt, no doubt - wou'd that tbe 
time were come when our bright ſwords ſhall end 


wag 
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the conteſt—ſince I pledg'd myſelf to fight this cauſe 
delay's as irkſome to me as to the meitled boy, con- 
' tracted to the nymph he burns for—when cold blooded 
age procraſtinates the marriage ceremony. | 
Juen. The time's at hand my lord, the enemy 
hearing of ſaccours daily flocking to us, is marching, 
as I gather, towards our camp: therFfore, good Senel- 
chal, look to our troops - keep all our men in readi- 
neſs— ride throughout the ranks and cheer the ſol- 
diery. Come buſtle, buſtle ; hh now ſirrah, how 
came you here (t9 the Fool.) 

Fool. Willy nilly, madam, as the the came to 
the gallows—as I am a modeſt gueſt here, madam, 
with a poor ſtomach for fighting, and need a deal of 
preſſing before I fall too. When providence made 
plumbers, it did very wiſely to leave me out of thc 
number, for heaven knows I take bur little delight in 
lead; but here are two who come to traffic in that 
commodity. | | 

Deen. How mean you fir—what are theſe men? 

Fool. Swelling ſpirits, madam, with ſhrunk for- 
tunes—as I take it—as painful to the owners as gouty 
legs in a tight boot; but if a man's word is not to be 
taken in the world, he's forc'd to come to blows to 
keep up a reputation. Poverty without ſpicit=lets in 
the froſt upon him—worle than a crazy portal at 
Chriſtmas. So here are a couple of warp'd doors in 
the foul weather of adverſity, madam, who want to be 
liſted. | | 

Queen. I never ſaw a youth of better promiſe—but 
ay, young man- ſerve you here willingly, in theſe 
our wars. 5 _— 

A del. Yes, madam, if it pleaſe you, and if my 
youth ſhould lack ability, I do beſeech you let my 
honeſt will atone for its defects yet I will ;fay, and 
yet I would not boaſt, that a weak boy may ſhew you 
he is zealous for your ſervice, For tho * but green in 
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Fears, alas, misfortunes have ſo ſorely wrung my heart, 


and proud world -I bluſh e'er while I ſpeak it—muſt 
know what'tis to ſuffer o'er its thoughtleſs breaſt, cal- 
lous in happineſs—can warm with feeling for others 
in. diſtreſs. | NE 
Queen. Poor youth, I pity thee, and yet for thy 
willingneſs, which I eſteem, in friendly working, more 
than if thou brovght the ſtrength of Hercules to nerve 
our battte. Should the juſt heavens ſmile on our en- 
deavours, I will not (truſt my youth) forget thee. 


Enter a MEsSENGER. 


| Meſſen. Now the news. The enemy approaches, | 
madam, on the next hill— bat a ſhort mile from hence | 


their colours wave. 
La Jar. Now then for the iſſue. 
ueen. Hah, ſo near, who is it leads their power? 


Meſſen. The Marquis of Montague, fo pleaſe 


your majeſty. | | 

Queen. Then he hall find us ready. Now, my 
lords, remember half our hopes reſt on this onſet. 
Some one prepare the king. (Exit Soldier up tage.) 
If on the border of England—here we cot but boldly 


-  'thro' the troops oppoſal, to interrupt our paſſage, the 


after-work is eaſy ; where's my young ſon ? Thea like 
a rolling flood that once has broke its mound, we'll 


pour upon the affrighted country —ſweeping all before 


us, in awful heavineſs of power, till we have pene- 
' trated even to the very heart on't. Go bring 


day, and all the reſt is ſport and holidays. 


Enter @ SOLDIER, with the PRINCE, from the Tent. 


Oh my ſon, oh my boy, come to thy | og”: bo- 
MM om — 


the 
Prince of Wales. now gallant ſoldiers fight luſtily to- 
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ſom heaven, who ſees the anxious working of a pa- 
rent's heart, knows what I feel for thee—alas, it grieves 


me ſore to have thee here, my child; the rough un- 


kindly blaſts of ruthleſs war ſuit not thy tender years. 


Prince. Why, mother—muſt I not be a ſoldier, 
and tis time I ſhould begin my exerciſe ; bye and 
bye, twill be too late to learn; and yet I wiſh 1 was 
bigger now for your ſake, mother. 

Queen. Why boy? 

Prince. Oh you know well enough, for all your 
aſking - do you think if I were ſtrong enough to fight, 
I'd or theſe raw-boned fellows piague you ſo. 

Queen. My ſweet brave boy—come lords and gen- 
tlemen, let us go chearfully to work. If woman, in 
whoſe weak yielding breaſt, nature puts forth her 


ſofteſt compotition, can ſhake off her idle fears, what 


may not you perform; and you ſhall ſee me now 
(itceled by the occaſion) fo far unſex myſelf, that tho? 


grim death, breaking the pale of time, ſhall ſtride the 
field with ſlaughterous ſtep, and prematurely plunge 


his dart in vigorous boſoms, till the earth is purple 
dy'd in gore—ſtill will I ſtand, fixed as the oak when 
tempeſts (weep the foreſt ; but ill one woman's fear— 
one touch of nature, tugs at my heart ſtrings—tis for 
thee my child—oh !- may the white-rob'd angel that 
witches over baby innocence, hear a fond mother's 


prayer, and in the battle's heat—caſt his protecting 
mantle round thee! On, away. |  [ Exit. 


HMHanet GREGORY. 


I ſhall never know how to ſet about the buſineſs, I 
am put upon; of all the ſports of the field—1 never 
went a-man-ſhooting before in all my life; a d yet 
when the lady with the braſs baſon on her head be- 
gins to falk big, there's a warm glow about one—that 
egad I begin to think it's courage; for I don't know 


how to e it, and never felt any thing like it be- 


for ore. 


—— 
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mans. Why, they fjew like ſkimming ſhadows o'er a 
mountain's fide—claſhed by the fun. 


token to the king, go with your utmoſt [peed—en- 


fight all out—l'II ſhake theſe pillars of the white-roſe- 
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—— Now fellow ſpeak—tell me who you fight 
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fore. (Trumpet ſounds.) Zounds ! no it an if i it is 
my courage is of a plaguey hot nature, for the very 
ſound of a battle has thrown me into a perſpiration. 
Oh my poor miſtreſs—man, I wiſh we were at home, 
and I was comfortably laid up in our damp garret, 
with a fine twinging fit of the rkeumaiiſm. (Trum- 
pet ſounds.) Mercy on us, here's a whole poſſe too— 
coming the other way—['m in for't—but if there is 
ſuch a thing as the protecting mantle, ſhe talk'd of — 
I hope its a pure large one—that there may be room 
enough to lap up me and my Bone miſtreſs in the 
tail of it, [Exat, 


SCEN E-—The OE 
Enter LA VARENNE, fallaw'd by FooL. 


La Yar. Death and ſhame ! are theſe the rough 
and hardy northern men, that were to back my Nor- 


Fool. True, the heat of the battle? s too inns for 
cold conſtitutions. 
La Var. (gives a ring.) Here ſirrah, take this 


treat him quickly to bring his forces in reſerve. 
This one effort reſtores or kills our hopes—yet Pl 


houſe, till the whole building totters— tho' its fall 
ſhall cruſh me in the ruins. | Exit, 1 

Fool. Well ſaid Sampſon, that's a bold fellow and 
I am of his ſide—red roſes for ever. 


Enter a SOLDIER of the white roſe. 


Fool. 


E 


Fool. Marry will I, willingly— pray can'ſt tell me 
who has the beſt of the battle. 85 | 

Sold. The white roſe, to be fure—we are the 
ſtrongeſt. 


Fool. Thank'y friend - paſs on—T am on your fide. 


[ Exit Soldier.) A low clown now might ſtagger at 
this ſhifting ; but your true conrt-bred foul always 
cuts the cloth of his conſcience to the falhion of the 
times, | [ Exit. 


Enter ADELINE and GREGORY, haſtily. 
Greg. Run, run, madam, follow a blockhead's 
advice, and run, or it's all over with us. 
Adel. Whither hall I fly? Fatigues and deſpair, 
fo wear and preſs me, I ſearce know what courſe to 


take, "TIO . 8 ; 
Greg. Take to your legs, madam, get on now, or 


we ſhall never be able to get off —come my dear good 


lady Adeline—lord, Jord—only to fee what little re- 
ſolution ſome people have, that they won't run away 
when there's danger. (fout.) Ah, plague of your 
ſhouting, ſince they muſt make ſoldiers of us—the 
light troops againſt the held, I ſay. 


Exit——belping off Adeline, 
Alarm Hout — and retreat ſounded. 


Enter Marguis of MonTAGUE, WARWICK, and all 
the white roſe party, at the top, in proceſſion. 


Mar. Chearily, my valiant friends, the field is 


ours—the ſcattered roſes of the Lancaſters now 
deeper tinted bluſh a double red, in ſhawe of this 
1 defeat 
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defext—oh this will much rejoice king Edward —fay 
has any friend made Henry ſure; 
War. He has eſcap'd alone, my lord; and Mar- 


garet, who with her little ſon, went hand in hand, 


hovering about the field, with anxious hope, even to 
the very laſt When ſhe perceiv'd her lines broke 


thro her troops almoſt diſperſed, ſhe hung upon 
ber boy, in filent anguiſh, till the big tears drop'd on 


his lilly neck—then kiſſing him, as by a ſudden im- 
pulſe, which mothers feel-—ſhe ſnatched him to her 
heart, and flew with her young treaſure in her arms 
And nature ſo ſpoke in't, that our very ſoldiers were 


_ boftened at the ſcene, and dulled with * 


giſh in purſuit. 

Mar. Well, let em go, their cauſe i is now become 
ſo weak and ſickly, that tho' the head exiſts. to plot 
freſh miſchiefs—they will want freſh limbs to execute, 


Their houſe once ſtrong and mighty, muſt like a pal- 


ſied Hercules, lament that now eit has outliv'd its 


powers; meantime as we return in pride of conqueſt, 


let us impreſs the minds of Engliſhmen, with new won 


glories of the Houſe of York. Strike drum—ſound . 
' trumpet. Let the air Oi rent with high and martial 


| foogs of victory. 


FINALE AND CHORUS. 


Strike; the god of conqueſts ſheds 
His choiceſt laurels on his heads ; "RR 
Mars, with fury-darting eye, 

Smooths his brow and ſtalks before us; 
Leading our triumphant chorus, 

Hand in hand with victory; 
. And hark the thunderiog drum, 

And fife s ſhrill tone 
with brazen trumpets clang; . 
Proclaĩm the day our W r. 
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Dread Belona, proud to ſing, 
Fears that gain a doubtleſs name; 


Eids bright fame on joyous wing, 
Spread around the glorious theme. 


END OF ACT THE FIRST» 
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Twelve ROBBERS diſcovered drinking and cars uſing; 
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W hen Arthur firſt at court began 
To wear long hanging ſleeves, 
He entertain'd the ſerving men, 
And all of them were thieves. 
The firſt he was an Iriſhman, 
The ſecond was a Scot, | 
The third he was a Welch man, 
And all of them were -thieves. 
The Iriſhman loved uſquebaugh, 
The Scot loved ale called blew oy, 
The Welchman he lov'd toaſted cheeſe, 
And made his mouth lik ea mouſe- ua 
: C Uſquebaugh 


L 1] 
Uſquebaugh burnt the Iriſhman, 
The Scot was drown'd in ale, 
The Welchman had like to be chok'd with 
a mouſe, | 


But he puil'd her out by the tail. 


1ſt Rob. Sung like true and noble boys of plunder! 
Isn't this free-booting ſpirit better than leading a 
cowardly life of muſty regularity? Honeſty's a ſcarce 
and tender commodity, that periſhes almoſt as ſoon 
as it appears the rich man is not known to have it, 
for fortune has never put him to the teſt, and the poor 
blockhead that boaſts on't dies for hunger in prov- 
8 5 3 
2d Rob. Right: It is but a fever in the blood 
that ſoon kills the patient if it is not expelled; I had 
the fever once. 8 75 4 L 

3d Rob. And what was your cure for it? 

2d Rob. Starving ; ever while you live ſtarve your 
fever, when honeſty's the caſe, only call in poverty as 
phyſician, and the diſeaſe ſoon yields to his preſcrip- 
tion. | 0 7 5 

*&t Rob. Plhaw ! Plague on your phyſic—an't we 
taking our wine in the full vigour of roguery—this it 
is holding the bottle) that determines your poor 
knaves to knock down the rich fools in the foreſt—jult as 
_ It gives rich fools ſpirits to ſally forth and break poor 
knaves heads in the town. —Come, as I'm lieutenant, 
and our captain's prowling, let's to buſineſs——read 
over the liſts of our yeſterday's booties. _ 5 
3d Rob. Agreed; but firſt, one mote round, one 
health, one general health, and then we'll to it. 
- iſt Rob. Here it is then; here's a ſhort, little, 
ſnug, general health that fits nioſt huwours— it ſuits 
your ſoldier, your tithe-parſon, your lawyer, your po- 
litician, juſt as well as your robber. 


All. Now for it! 


ift Rob. 


| E 4 

1ſt Rob. Plunder! (drinks. 8 

All. Plunder! (drin.) 5 

iſt Roh. And now for the liſt ! 4s 

2d Rob. ( Reads.) ** Hexham Foreſt, May 14, 1462. 
Taken from a ſingle lady on a bad nag, eleven pounds, 
four groats, and a portmanteau.“—“ She ſeemed 
marvelouſly frightened, and whiſpered thanks aun 
for her delivery.“ 

I ſt Rob. No uncommon caſe — he is not the firſt 
ſingle lady who has been delivered, and whiſper'd 
thanks for it in private. 

2d Rob. From a Scotch laird, on his way from 

London to Inverneſs, by Philip I hunder, in gloves, 
the whole proviſion for his journey, viz. one 
crack'd angel, and two ſticks of brimſtone, 

1ſt Rob. Who has his horſe ? 
2d Rob. No one, he travelled an foot. From a 
pair of juſtices of the peace, a foundered mare, a 


dlind gelding, two doublets, and a hundred marks 


in gold — they were tied back to back.“ 
Iſt Rob, Good; it is but right, that they Who 
bind over ſo many ſhou'd at laſt be bound over them- 
ſelves; and a wiſe thief is ever bound in juſtice to 
put a fooliſh juſtice in binding. | 
2d Rob. © Back to back and hoodwink'd” —they 
were left lamenting their hard fate in the foreſt. 

1 t o. Lament! Oh villains! to be in the com- 
miſſion of the peace, and not know that juſtice ſhou'd 
always be blind ! Are there any more? 
2 d Rob, Only a fat friar, who was half oluadeet = 
aud ſav'd himſelf by fight. 

iſt Rab. The better fortune his—few fat friars, 
I fear, will have the luck to be /av'd—W hat did he 
yield ? 

2d Rob. © The rope from his middle—a bottle of 
ſack from his boſom—and a link of hog's puddings _ 
. pull'd out of his left ſleeve.” 


C 2 _ aſt Rob. 
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Iſt Reb. God a mercy Friar ! for the ſack and ſan- 
ſages, they ſhall be ſhar'd merrily among us — and for 
the rope come — we won't think of that now. (a bugle 
Horn ſounds.) Hark! there's our captain's horn! faith, 
for one who I ſuſpect is married, he chuſes an odd 
ſignal of approach. 

2d Rob. Why, tho' he may be married, he's no 
milkſop! and I warrant him when he's on duty and 
robbing among us he quite forgets his wife, as an 
honeſt man ſhou'd do.—He has join'd us but a ſhort 
time, yet egad he heads us nobly-— he'll pluck ye a 
thouſands crowns from a rich fellow's pocket with one 
hand, and throw his ſhare of em into a _y beg; 
gar 's hat with the other. 


Tuns eee 


(. rig.) 
Hail noble captain! 1 | 
Sond. How now, my bold and dees compa ni- 
ons! What has been done in my abſence ? . 
Iſt Rob. Oh, Sir, a deal of buſineſs We have 
been waſhing down old ſcores, and getting vigour for 
new we have had a cup for every breach of the law 
we have committed Marry, Sir, ours is à rare * 
to ſtand ſuch a ſoaking. | 
:  Gond. Now, then to a buſineſs of oreater import. 
El have been lurking about the camp here on the 
ſkirts of the foreſt—the parties met, and a "hot battle 
" enſued. It was a long time fought with ſuch ſtub- 
born courage, that as 1 ſtood obſerving it, the ſpirit 
- of war, pent up within-me, had well nigh burſt my 
breaſt - twenty times I was on the point of breaking 
from my ſhelter and joining combat, but I am pledg'd 
to you, my fellows—that thought reſtrain'd me. 

2d Rob, Oh, noble captain ! but who has con- 


quer'd: 
8 ; Gond, | 


1 


Gond. Aye, there it is death and fury! my 
blood boiled to ſee it—the dull upſtart raſcals cut thro? 
the ranks as if Oh, plague on their well- feeding! — 
we had carried it elſe —all the world to nothing. 

2d Rob. We! why, what is it to us, who has got 
the day—do but tell us who? 

Gond. I had forgat—T he Lancaſters are defeated, 
their ſoldiers routed, and many of their leaders diſ- 
pers'd about the country. Some, no doubt, are in 
the foreſt- uſurpiog war never glutted on a richer 


banquet, 


it Rob. Why it ſeems to have been a pretty feaſt 


Q.and the beſt on't is, — now it's over, we ſhall come 


in for the picking of the bones. 

Sand. It may be ſo: you all, I know, will expect 
a rich booty, and thoſe whom we ſhall meet, will pro- 
bably, from the unſettled nature of the e bar 
their whole wealth about their perſons ; but they are 
brave and have been oppreſs'd—diſapointment there- 
fore, and theic ſituation may cauſc'em, to tight in their 


defence like heroes. 


2d Rob. Nay, an' they gaht like devils, they'll find 
we can match 'em in courage. Put me to any proof 
you pleaſe, and they ſhall ſoon find me a man. 

Cond. Then prove it, friend, by pity for the un- 
fortunate—believe me, comrades. he has little bettec 
to boaſt than a brute, Who cannot temper his coura Ze, 
with feeling —- And now, as our ex peditiou is at hand, 
let each of you obſerve my orders. If there be any 
whoſe appearance denotes a more than common birth, 


treat him with due reſpect, and conduct him to my 


cave——as to the plunder, our wild life obliges us to 
exact from the way- worn paſſenger; on this. occaſion, 
prithee, good comrades, take ſparingly, and uſe your 
e generouſly, The 
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10 Rob. *$blood ! this captain of ours, had better 

take to the pulpit than the road—if he muſt preach fo 

plaguily about generoſity, he might at leaſt pay for it 
out of his own pocket. 

Gond, Who's he that dares to mutter! ? Come forth 
thou wretch, thus do I puniſh mutiny and preſumption 
(pulls him dtn and holds his ſword over him. „ 

4th Rob. Mercy, good captain, mercy ! 

SGond. Well take it—tho? thou deſerv'ſt none, and 

learn from this, thou poor baſe reptile, how to ſhew 
mercy on others, whom fortune places in thy power. 
— Now friends, all to your poſts—I ſhall go forth 
alone—you have your orders and I know you'll obey 
em ſtrictly — the night ſteals on apace, and the angry 
clouds threatemng a ſtorm, add to the awful gloom 
of the foreſt—away boys, and be ſteady. 

- aft Rob. As. rocks, captain—come bullies, all to 
your duties, keep your ears and loſe your tongues— 
liften in ſilence for the tread of a paſſenger ; and when 
He's near enough, ſprivg b u Op ſo many cats 
at a mouſe- hole. | 


C A N C H. j 
© Lurk, lurk o'er the green ſward, + 
Mum, mum, mum let us be; iS 
Lurk and mum's the word for you and me, 
Thro' the brake, thro' the wood, F'Y 
Proul, proul around * 


1 > FT We watch their footſteps, 
Wiͤth ears to the ground. LZæeunt. 


| Gond. Here is another moment ſnatch'd ! a ſhort 
one to commune with myſelf—yet why ſhou'd I think! 
Vhy court conſuming ſorrow to my boſom ! 'which, 
like the nurſling pelican, drinks the blood of its fond 
cheriſher—why rather ſhou'd not turbulence of ac- 


tion, ſhake off the tax of tyrannous remembrance = 
_ -.- | 1 Tia 
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»Tis not the mere and actual ſuffering that bends the 
noble ſpirit to the earth, and cracks the proud heart's 
chord the priſoner whoſe feveriſh limbs for many a 
long, long year, no ſummer breeze has fanned, might 
ſtill be patient, did not remembrance, yok'd with 
curs'd compaſſion, enter his dungeon walls, and con- 
jure up the ſhadow of paſt joys; then thought on 
thought, like molten lead, runs thro* the wretch's 

brain, and burning fancy mads him ! Remembrance 
hence! how baneful art thou to me, when this courſe ' 
muſt be thy antidote; I'll thro' the foreſt and ſeek 
theſe wanderers : fell neceſſity, and the rude band that 
I am link'd to, demand that I ſhou'd prey on them 
yet ſtill my heart leans to em, tho' their fatal cauſe has 
ſhorn me to the -quick—for them I fled my home 
my dear lov'd—Oh peace, Gondibert; touch not that 
ſtriyg—if I muſt think, I'll think that heaven will one 
* mile. | LExit, 


SCENE -A Cut Wd. 
Enter ADELINE and GREGOR. 


| Greg. Gently, good madam, gently for the love of 
corns, where it is you mean to go to? 
Auadel. Even where chance ſhall carry us, Gregory. 

Greg.” Faith, madam, and if chance wou'd carry 
us, it wou'd be doing us a great favour, for we have 
walk'd far enough in all confcience— | 

Adel. Then here, my good fellow, we muſt reſt 
ourſelves. 

Greg. Here ! what in the wood, and 1 com 
ing on 
Aal, Good faith even here ! for neceſſ ity. demands 
it; we muſt paſs the night, and in the morning the 

ing-dove cooiog to its mate, will wake us to our la- 


bour 


L 32 ] 


bour— this is a retreat, were but the mind at eaſe, —2 
king might well repoſe in. 

Greg. It muſt be king Nebuchadnezzar ee 
we havn't ſome of his graſs- eating qualities, we ſhall 
find our ſelves bad off for a ſupper—'tis ten to one too 
but we may wander here for a week, without finding 


our way out again. 


Aael. Ob this world, this world! I'm weary on 3 
wou'd I had been ſome villager—' twere well now to 
be a ſhepherd's boy—he has no cares, but while his 
ſheep brouze on the mountain's ſide, with vacant 


mind, happy in ignorance, he ſinks to ſleep, o'erca- 


nopied with heaven, and makes the turf his pillow. 
Greg. Yes, but he has plagney damp ſheets tor all 


-that—Pd exchange all the turf and ſky in the country, 


for a good barn and blanket, and as for the cooing- 
-doves, I wou'd not give a crack*d teſter, for a foreſt 
full of 'em, unleſs I cou'd fee ſome of their claws ſtack 


_ up thro? the holes of a brown pie-craft, 


Adel. Fie, Gregory! prithee be content, think 
that we are happy in this foreft, in having thus eſcap'd 
the enemy's fire, and be grateful in the change. 

Greg. Why, we are out of the fire to be ſure; but 
make the beſt we can on 't, we are (ll in the frying- 
pan— aud ſtarving is one of thoſe bleſſings, for which 

ople are not very apt to be thankful but we haye 


eſcap'd a killiog—ſo 11] een be content as long as 
there's comfort in companion—I ſtumbled over a fat 
trumpeter in the field, ſtript and plunder'd, with his 


ſkin full of, . Were i'm thankful yet—mine's 


a marvellous happy lot to be better than a dead trum- 


2 


Aael. Truce now, Gregory, and conſider how \ we 


** 
- 
* 


can beſt diſpoſe of ourſelves till morning. 
Greg. Nay, there's no need for much conſidera- 
non, here s little ancien of apartments here, ma- 


[ 383 ] 


dam we ſhall both ſleep on the ground floor, and our 
lodgings will be pure and airy, I warrant em. 

Adel. Peace, fool! nor let thy groſſer mind, half 
fears, half levity, thus trifle with my feelings have 
borne me up againſt affliction, *cill my overcharg'd 
boſom can contain no longer —(weeps.) 

Greg. Oh the father! look if my poor dear lady 
be not a weeping —why, madam, —lady Adeline—dear 
madam—-['m but a fool, as you ſay, but I'm as honeſt 
-and as faithful as the greateſt knave of em all —hav'nt 
1 ſigh'd, faſted, fought, and run away to ſhew you 
I'd ſtand by you to the laſt? and hav'nt 1 
Adel. Prithee, no more, Gregory, —bear with my 
poor honeſty — bear with my pettiſhneſs for now and 
then the tongue of diſappointment will needs let fall 

ſome of the acid drops which mere. {prinkles the 
heart withal. 

. Greg. Now, muſt 1 play the com for ter why, N 
lord, * I think when a body comes to be us'd to 
it a little, this foreſt muſt be a ſweer, dingy, retired, 
gloomy, pleaſant ſort of a place beſides, what's one 
' night—fleeping wears it out—and I'll warrant we'll 


5 find ſuch ſnug delicious beds of dry leaves lit rams 


hard) s bud, no, I he—it rains like all the dogs and 
cats in the kiogdom ; there won't be a dry twig left 
large enough to ſhelter a cock-chafter, we {hall both 
be ſopp'd like two toaſts in a tankard. 

Adel. Why, why ſhou'd fortune ſport with a weak 
woman! why, fickle goddets ! wanton as boys who, in 
giddy cruelty, torture a filly fly before they kill it. 
Greg, Faith, ma' am, for that matter, I am but a 
blue- bottle of fortunc's myſelf and tho' ſorrow's dry, 
as they ſay, this is a ſort of ſoaking that Care does not 
care to be moiſten d with if it wou'd rain good bar- 
rels of ale now, ſorrow wou'd not ſo much mind 
being out in the ſtorm. (thunders) No, forrow wou'd 


— r Ire err 


take a wet in. 


[ 34 J 


be diſappointed there too—this rumbling is enough to 


flatten the fineſt beer ſhower, a man wou'd chuſe to 

Lord—lord, ma'am, do let's get out 

on't, if there's a hollow tree to be found (fhunders.) 
Adel. The thunder rolls awful on the ear, and 


i ftrikes the ſoul with terror ! while the blue light'ning 
darts thro' the thickeſt gloom, and diſcovers to the 


traveller's aching ſight the mazes he muſt tread—the 


plunder too, catching the ſu!phureous flaſh, explores 


his wretched prey and ſtalks to midnight murder. 
Greg. Mercy on us, madam ! don't talk of that 


| now, I'think on't, if we were to pick and chuſe for 
a twelve-month, we cou'd not have pitched upon a 


more convenient place to be knocked down in— 
Shelter, dear madam, ſhelter. 
Auel. ls it thus you ſtand by me, Gregory ? You, 


Lv who as you ſay, have fought for me; fince your prac- 
ttice in battle, man, I thought you had found valour 


enough. 


[The robbers appear behind thre [the trees, and ad- 


Dance duri ng G Fegary. 's 1p eech. ] 


"Greg. ExaQtly enough, but not a morſel-to fire 
—ſo wel een look out for a place of ſafety—not that 


I'm afraid tho'-—ſtand by you! Egad, if half a dozen 


now of ſtout raw-bon'd fellows. were to dare to moleſt 
vou, I'd make no more of whipping this dagger thro' 
their dirty lungs, than | 
1ſt Rb. Stand! 
| Greg. Oh, mercy i I'm as dead a man as ever J 


was in my life ! 
Adel. Heavens | where will my miſery end! Speak 


* 4 


friends ! what wou'd you have? 


iſt Rob. What you have. | 
Adel. If tis our lives you ſeek, they are fo an 


worn, that in reſigning them, we part with that 
which ſcarce is worth the keeping. 


Greg. 


IE 


Greg, Tis very true indeed pray don't take 'em, 
gentlemen, they'll do you no kind of good. 
2d Rob. Peace — 


iſt R. Marry, a well favour d boy ! ſay youth, 


whence came you, and whither bound? | =Y, 
Adel. I ſcarce know whither ; but I came far in- 


land, ſent by my father to the wars, his ſword the 
This was a 
faithful ſer vant of our cottage, who in ſimple love has 


ſole inheritance his age can leave me. 


follow'd me. 


1ſt Rob. Well youth, be of good cheer—He who 


has little, has little to loſe, and a ſoldier's pocket is 


ſeldom the lighter for emptying. Come, you mult 


go both with.us—bring em to our captain's cave. 

Greg. Oh, lud! oh, lud! dear good, ſweet-fac'd 
gentlemen !. | 1 6.52 

2d Rob. Peace, dolt and fear not; our captain's 
honourable |. -* a 

Greg. Nay, that he muſt be, by his company 
but ſweet, civil, honelt gentlemen Oh, confound 
theſe under ground apartments! We ſhall never get. 
our of 'em alive! Lord! lord! how hard it is upon 
4 maa to be forc'd to walk to his own burying. 

0 „„ LExit, hurried «ff. 


- -$E E N E — Another Grove. ( Moonlight.) 2 


Enter QUEEN and PRINCE. 


yo. Why, that's well done, my boy—ſo cheer- 


| ly! cheerly! fee too, the angry ſtorm's ſubſided ; 


what, thou cans't now be aweary, Ned ? 


Prince. Sooth now, my legs ach ſadly— my heart 


is light and freſh tho', and mocks my legs for aching. 


I wou'd I had your legs, and you my heart your 


heart, I fear me, mother, is heavier far than mine. 


Queen: 


Pn » rt 


4 
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Nuten. Doſt think fo, Ned ? 

Prince. - Aye, and I know ſo too; for I am in it, 

Queen. My dear wrong'd child! | 

Prince. Prithee now, mother, don t grieve for me, 
I warrant I ſhall live to be a king yet. 

Queen. Alas, poor monkey! thou has little cauſe 
to de in love with greatneſs—thou haſt felt its miſe- 


ries full early. 
Prince. Why, then you know Pve all its good to 
come. 

Queen. Heaven grant it D thou doſt pro- 
miſe nobly— this foreſt will ſecure us from the hatred 
of our enemies ; here, till the rage of war has ceas'd 
around us, I will watch o'er thee, Ned; here guard 
thy life—the hope, the care, the joy of mine! and 
when thy harraſs'd limbs have gain'd their pliancy, 
we will reſume our taſk ; for I muſt lead thee a pain- 
ful walk acroſs Northumberland, as far as Berwick, 
boy! when we may meet our ſcatter'd Scottiſn friends 


hat ſay'lt thou, Ned, ey with e Joy to lee thy 


father? 
Prince. Ay. Mother=—abd 3 we know he has. 


eſcap'd the traitors, were we but ſure to find him 
there, I would ſet out direct. 

Queen. Reſt a day or two; for had'ſt FER ſreogth, 
the danger that ſurrounds prevents our venturing 
Come —0n a little we will go ſearch ſome moſs- 

grown cavern out, and there thou ſhalt repoſe thee, 


ſweet⸗ ber appears n boy, take my 
hand. 
: Gond. (advancing with his fooord drawn.) Advance 
L no further. | 


ueen. Hal who nd them, that Hs with mur- 
I deus look, here in the dulky boſom of the wood, 
to intercept our paſſage? 

* One af _— who, ripp'd. of all by an 
Es 1 oppreſſing 


are dark, they beſt explain my purpoſe. 


3d 


oppreſſing world, now make repriſals: if my looks 2 | 


* 


Prince. Fly, fly mother, the villain, elſe, Will kill 
us! 

Queen. Let us paſs—thou know'ſt us not—elſe 
wou'd there ſo much terror ſtill ſtrike thee of our per- 
ſon, that n0 matter what cauſe haſt thou to ſtaf 
mes? 

Gond, By wanting an oath ſworn to my fellows | 
—difappointment—deſp air: ——{ came not here to 
parley, lady—quick)y yield up what you have, or 90 | 
where [ command. 

Queen. Command! baſe Nlave! reduc'd to mis! 
Command from thee, thou worm ! —paſſes ON 

Gond, Nay, nay, you fly not. —(jerzes the Prince) 

deen. O Heaven! my boy! ſtrike not on thy al- 
legiance !—Save him, I charge thee, fellow—ſave my 


ſon, the ſon of thy anointed king. 


 Gond. My king !—(drops-the fword) 
Queen. Aye, look and tremble, flave. 

Gon. I do indeed and though my ſword "IM : 
never been unſheathed, ſince fate has link'd me to 
a lawleſs band, but to intimidate; not' harm the paſ- 

enger; [ rather wou'd have plung'd its naked point 
into mine own boſom, than to have rats d it thus | 
I do beſeech your pardon; and if aught Wherein 1 
may be capable of ſervice, can make atonement, you 
ſhall find me ready, be't at what blind and perilous 
ritk ſoever; for I have heard the fate of this day's 
battle; and ſhould a guide, whoſe dark and haggard 
fortune wraps him in humble teeming,” be thought 
worthy in this the time's extremity, to direct your 
wandering ſteps, my zeal ſhall prove itſelf warm and 
unſhaken, Madam. "= 

Queen. Thou mak'it amends; and Ml ſtropg 
tide of evils ruſhing in with rapid force upon us, well 


might 


and lead my boy to his deſtruction 


3 


might urge us, like ſinking men, to graſp at idle 
ſhows tLPaccept thy ſervice—yet thou may'ſt be falſe, 
Say—what 


ſureties, fellow, have I of thy truth ? 

Gond. Think on the awe- inſpiring air that marks 
a royal brow, and make the traitorous ſoul ſhrink at 
its own ſuggeſtion; and when care with envious 
weight invades the diadem, to aim an injury there 
*rwere monſtrous baſeneſs! Oh long and ever, ever 
be there ſeen a heaven- gifted chain round majeſty, to 
draw confuſion on the wretch who, watching a tran- 
ſient cloud, that dims its luſtre, dares think on his 
ſovereign with irreverence.—But more to bind me, 
Madam, to give you confidence—know, I have been 
Four ſoldier, and have fought in this proud cauſe— 
ſome haply may remember me, when fortune's ſun- 
ſhine ſmil'd upon it. | 

Queen. And now—for greatneſs ever has its ſum- 


mer friends, who, at the fall and winter of its glory, 


fly off like ſwallows thou'lt betray me. 

Fond. Never Wrong me not in your thoughts, 
1 beſeech you, Madam—for I will ſerve you truly—_ 
truly guard your royal ſon; he is but half a ſubject 
who, in the zeal and duty for his monarch, feels not 


©... his breaft glow for his prince's welfare—and in a mo- 


ment, when the time's rough trial calls loudly on my 
| ſworn allegiance, and ſummons it to proof —if I aban- 
don either, may Heaven, when moſt 1 ſtand in 2 need of 


1 mercy, abandon me. 


Prince. Let us go with him, mother. 

Gend. I know each turn and foorway of the foreſt 
can lead you thro ſuch blind and ſecret windings, that 
would perplex purſuers, till they wander as in a laby- 
| rinth. Welt of this a little, there ſtand ſome ſtraggling 
= cottages that form a ſilent village, and whoſe humble 

1 12 on ſhadow 'd by the darko 'erhavging wood, 
. eſcape | 


1 


efcape the notice of the traveller Hither, ſo pleaſe yon, 
I' conduct you [ have a friend—lowly, but 
truſty, who ſhall 'tend upon you, while I will ſkim 
the country round, to gain intelligence of your divided 
arty. 
F Queen. Then take my boy —for I will truſt thee, 
I muſt per force—(tates up the fwird) — But mark !— 
for ſtill I doubt, if for a moment—mark me, fellow, 
well thou giv'ſt me cauſe to think thy damn'd intent aims 
at my dear child's life—that very moment, tho' that 
the next ſhould be my laſt, TU plunge this weapon to 
thy heart! 
Gond,- Fear not. 
Queen. Lead on ! 


Exit Gond, leading the Privit= uten fo a, 1 
, with the fiuord. 2. J. : 


| - END OF ACT THE SECOND,- 
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Enter Fool and VIILAGER. 


Vill. Tell me, now good fellow, now 1 prithee ? 
Fact, But wiit thou lend an ear to my tale? 
„Hill. That will I, all the ears I am worth. 

Fool, Then need not I tell the ſtory—for if thou 
lend'ſt "all thy ears, then thou'ht have none left to hear 
it.—Wa'ſt ever in a battle old boy? | 

Vill. Notruly, 

5 1 Then art thou a dead man. 

Hill. What, for not being in a battle? | 

Fool. Ay, marry by the very firſt rapier that comes 
in the way; for no man can live by the ſword but a 
ſoldier; and of ſoldiers Ine ate "eee degrees, and 
three only. 


Vill. As how? | 
Tecl. As thus your hot fighter your cool gahter 


and your fighter hy. — J he laſt degree makes a 


> Know why Heaven makes one leg of a man 2 ſhorter than 


wend: cus figure in many muſter rolls. 
l. Of which laſt you make one? 

Fol. In ſome degree. 

Vill. And it was that made you run from the 
battle. 

Fool. Right—runniog is your only ſurety ; bully 
Achilles, the great warrior of old, thought otherwiſe, 
and he was only vulnerable in the heel. Now, my 
heels always enſure me from being wounded=—doſt 


the gather? | 
Vill. No. 5 £ _ | . 
| - | Fool. 


1 


Fool. That he may be able to put the belt leg fore- 
moſt when there's occaſion. | 

Vill. And you had occaſion enough laſt night. 

Fool. Truly had I—and therefore came I to your 
cottage, where [I ſlept on a bare board all night. 

Vill. Ah, Heaven knows, my houſe is poor enough: ; 
but ſuch as it is you are welcome. 

Fool. Nay, I quarrel not with the lodging, I only 
complain of the board—and now wou'd'ſt thou know 
my ſtory? / 

; -_ I wou'd willingly bear of the battle that 1 was 
0 ; 

Fool. Then prithee, aſk of thoſe that found it— 
but come, I'll e'en tell thee how it was—thou haſt a 
wife ? 

Fill. Les, forſooth ; that was my old dame you - 
ſaw at home. 

| Foul. Keep her there—for nature plainly intended 
her for a homely woman : did'ſt ever quarreſ with her 
before marriage? | | 
Vill. Never. | ; 

Fool. Afterwards a little 2 | | 
Vill. Um—why to lay the truth, my poor Lang has 

a fine flouriſh with a cudgel— but people will needs fall 
out now and then, whea once they come together. 

Fool. That's the very way we loft the battle — for 
had the two parties never met depend on't one had 

never cudgel'd the other. 
Vill. Maſs thou'rt a rare fellow in the field. 
Fool. Very rare — for I never come there but when 


J can't * it. 


| D | 8s oN. 
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Fool. 


To arms, to arms, when captains cry, 
With a heigho, | 
The trumpets blow, 
To legs, to legs, brave voy ſays I. 
Hejgho! ! 
F needs muſt go. 


When arrows ſwift begin to fly, 
| Heigho, 

Twang goes the bow, 
And ſoldiers tumble down and die. 

Heigho! 

ll not do ſo. 


Whizzing go balls of lead, heigho ! 

-- Thump they go, 

Tall men grow ſhorter by the head heigho ! J 

I'd rather grow; 

In time of trouble Pm away, beigho! * 
HI winds they blow, 

20006 always ready at pay day, heigho! 

Great folks do ſo. Fc 


Br 24 urea, 


e 0. 8 
Fool. 


Hiſt e*er ſeen a hen on hot griddle ? 

Has Jack Lantern e'er play d tricks with thee * 
Didi} cer fee a cat and a fiddle ? 

. Then pray judge in a battle of me, 


5 L 
For I am the boy in a battle, 

That yet, never one moment ſtood Rill, 
Whilſt ſhrill trumpets blow, or drums rattle, 

It's in quick running I ſhew my ſkill. 
For when whizzing by come the bullets, 
And ſoldiers lie down and are dead, 
And broad-ſwords have ſlit up is gullers, 
It's high time to take care of in y head. 


Chorus. Vet ſtill I am the boy in a battle, | 
Am mifſing when danger is nigh, 
A running Þ beat all their cattle, 

8 N ne L can . Y 


Shot off were e yohr · urmis· o the theryft bitch . of 
(Though it — makes you more be,? 


You'll find your ſelf fo mach in uchüfr x,, 
That no haud you can hate uthe fight. 

Blown off were your legs from their anions, 5 

( Ia dread wats direful chants; ſure they might, | 

Not all the great wiſdom ef nations, 

Ona Footing can pat you to W n 9 

To loſe a man's head in a battle, | 

Out of countenatice puts him quite," np?! 

Hears neither fifes ſqueak, nor drums rattle, 


His noſe he nt ſhew in the fight. 
Chorus. —Therefore I am the boy, &c 


A fool's advice take in a batte, oP 
Aud your heels uſe when dangers at hand, 
Or when arrows fly, and drums rattle, 
.. You may then have no heels on to ſtand. 
| And then you'll He 5 in a battle, e 
"Your enemftes laugh at the joke, 105 | 
Depriv'd of the ples ure to gente. Wen pe 
4 quite Joſt i 1a a. « Hen DE fmokg. 
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Then glory comes in with her laurel, 
And ſhadows your poor bleeding head, | 
Tho? life you have loſt in the quarrel, © 
 _ Your fame will live after your dead. EY 
Then, what ſhould 1 do in a battle, | 
Nay, *twere beſt dwell in ſafety like the- 
Nor wait till Fame's trump ſounds her rattle, © 


No! ſach grinnidg honour for me.— 


1ſt Vill. Now, goodman Hobbs, whence came you? 
2d Vill. There's a great lord come in from the routed 
party, who has taken ſhelter in our village ſince break 
of day; one of your great friends, good ſir.— 7 Fool. 
Fool. Did' ſt ſee him, how looked he? "4-0 
2d Fill. tended him ſo ne quarter of an hour 
troth he ſeemed. wonderous N w 
Fool. Of thy company now cou'd 1 be weary too, 
and find in my heart to be dull—(Aouriſb) but here 
come females— and were à man's head emptier than a 
Spendthrift's purſe, they will ever bring ſomething 
out on't. Hence comes it that your dull huſband's 
head is improved by your lively wife if the can bring 
out nothing elſe, ſhe brings out horas. 


«= 4 . bd e e a9 ; 
Enter ViLLAGERs off both Stxeys 


| Feel. Now good folks, whither go yx 
zd Vill. Truly, Sir, this is our ſeaſon for making 
of hay; and here am I, fir, with the reſt of our 
villagers going about it. e 2 fes 5 
* Feal. Thou art right old friend ! how might I, Here 
it not fot diſgraciog the army, turg mower among 
theſe clowns, and why not? 804diers are. but cutters 
down of fleſh, and fleſh is prafs all the world over. Vt 


een out this morning and do execution in the field. — 


my 0 Ye oC eo OTA ety— 4. 


ens, ode rouhdelay, and we'll ro it. 
bs WOMEN 


11 PE a 


WonEN Ang. 


Drifted ſnow no more is ſeen, 
[ hear him, hark the merry lark 
Calls us to out ſports away, 
Peeping to our roundelay. - 


SCENE A: Old Hall. 


"Exe La VARENNE and BARTON. 


Bart. Nay, ir, thank not me, I am no trader; T, 
in empty forms, in neat congẽcs and kickſhaw com- 
pliments, in your dear ſirs' and * fr you make me 
bluch.“—I'm for plain ſpeaking, plain and blunt be- 
ſides I've been a ſoldier, and | take it, fir, you who 
are (til] in the ſervice are aware that bluſhing {ſeldom 
troubles the brofeſſion. noi | 

Var. Still friend, 1 thank thee, thou haſt ſhelter'd 
me at this hard trying moment, when the buffets of 
. tainting fortune wou'd rather perſ uade friends to ſhrink , 
back than ſerve me. 

Bart. Good faith, fir, I know not how you have 
been buffeted —but this I know, at leaſt E think I 
know it, if there's a ſoldier in tha wilds wide army, 
who will not, in the moment of diſtreſs, ſtretch forth 
his hanc! o ſeive a falling com'rade, why, then I think 
that he has little, chaace- ot being found in heavew's 
muſter-roll. e 

Jar. | like thy pl iinueſs well. 

Bart. Jay, my plaiuneſs is ſuch as nature gave me, | 
and wou'd men leave nature to herſelf, good faith ber 
work is pretty equal—hut we mull be giruiſhiog, until 
the heart, like to a beauty's face, which ſhe,nefer | lets + 
alone till the has ſpoil'd it, is ſo befritter'd round with 
worldly nonſenſe, "thigh we can ſcarcely trace legt ba- 
ture's outlines. Ke 

Jar. Who of our party rites, f ace this battle, 
have ſhelter d | here ama villagers? O fl. tell 
their names? "h Bart. 
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Bart. Aye, marry can I, fir, but can and will are 
birds of different feathers. Can is a ſwan, that bot- 
tles up its muſic, and never lets it out till death is near. 
But wilPs a piping bull-finch, that does ever whiitle 
forth every note it has been taught, to every fool that 


bids it. Now, fir, mark, whoever” s here, depend on't, 


tell I 0 Ill not. 


Var. Why, this is over-caution ; would not they 


rejoice as readily at ſeeing ne, as I at ſeeing them? 
Bart. I know not that, I'm no whiſper-monger— 
and it once a ſecret is entruſted to my charge, | keep 
it as an honeſt agent ſhou'd, lock'd in my heart's old 
ſtrong box; and I'll anſwer no draught from any but 
my principal. 
Jar. It now, thou haſt a charge, old truſty, I. 
believe me, am uext heir to it. 
Bart Very likely; yet, ſir, if heirs had liderty 


to draw for what'is not ther own, till time, does give 


it em, I fe:r the ſtock wou'd ſoon be dry, and then 
the princip+is might have ſome cauſe to grumble, 

Var. T hou art ihe ſtrangeſt tellow ! what's * name? 

Bart. Barton that I may truſt you with. 

Jar. And no more? 

Bart. Not a pins point more—Pſhaw, here comes 
one to let all out — children, fools and women will {till 
de babbling. | 

WR PRINCE. 
tes. 'Ah, my lord, is it you ? 
Far. Oh, my young fir, how my heart ſprings to 
meet you where i is your royal mother? is ſhe ſafe? 
Prince. She's in this houſe, my Lord. — Laſt night 


this? Honeft man received us, and another his friend, 


not quite ſo honeſt as he might be, did bring us hither. 
T was a rogue, my lord—-yet no rogue neither, and 
to ſay the truth, the rogue, my lord's a very honeſt 


man. Lord how this meeting will rejoice wy d 


L 
and ſhe was wiſhing now, within this minute, to ſee 
the ſeneſchal of Normandy. | 

Bart. So this is the feneſchal of Normandyy 
ſo here is another ſecret ; plague take all ſecrets ! this 
is in token of their liking me juſt as an over-hoſpitable 
hoſt, out of pure Kindneſs to his viſitor, crams the poor 
burſting ſoul with meat he loaths. 

Far. I cannot blame thee, friend, thou know'ſt me 
not, and thou haſt now a jewel in thy care, well worth 
thy utmoſt caution in preſerving. - | 

Bart. 1 need not to be to!d the value on't, I 
have been s her ſubject, ſir and ſince my 
poor houſe has been honour'd with her preſence, the 
tender ſcenes I've been a witneſs to twixt her and this 
young bud of royalty, wou'd make me traitor to hu- 
manity, cou'd I betray her—there's a rapturous ſome- 
thing that plays about an Engliſh ſubject's heart, when 
female majeſty is ſeen employed in thoſe ſweet duties of 
doemeſtic love, which all can feel, but very few deſcribe. 

Var. Oh, how thou warm'ſt me, fellow, with thy 
zeal ! come my young lord, now lead us to her majeſty. 

Bart. Why, as things go, I'Il lead you where ſhe 
is, but were they otherwiſe, and you had not diſcover'd 
where ſhe is, you'll pardon me, but I had led you, fir, 
a pretty dance, e er I had led you to her; come, ſir, 
1 u conduct you. Exeunt. 


SCEN 3 Apartment of Barton s. 


Enter GONDIBERT and 1ſt ROBBER. 


Good. Away all night !—what then? am not I their 
leader ?—do they begin to doubt me ? am not I, 
as it were, wedded to the party ? 

Iſt Rob, Why—true, noble captain; and we ki 
treated you as a wife would a kind huſband— 
but when a huſband's out all night—why— 


Gonds 
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Gond. Well, F Ir, what then ? 

1ſt Rob. e then the wife is apt to grumble & 
little—that's all. 

ond. Go, to, I had reaſon What's the news ? 

1ſt Rob. The news is, we have taken ſome ſtrag- 
glers in the foreſt, _ 

Gond, Are they of note? 

Iſt Rob. Faith we have ſome of all qualities, gentle 
and ſimple mix'd—we had no time to ſtand upon the 
picking. They are all penn'd up in the back cavern, and 
you muſt e' en take em like a ſcore of ſheep, fat and lean 
together. But there is a beardleſs youth, follow'd by 
a cowardly ſerving- man, who preſs d hard to ſee you. 

Cond. What wou'd he? 

Iſt Rob. Faith, Sir, he would be a noble fellow. I 
take it he has a great ſoul— too large for the laws—he 
has queſtioned me plentifully concerning you. 

Cond. Concerning me! | 

1ſt Rob. Yes, he enquir'd if you were married— 

how long you had been with us—your age—your 
ſtature—nay, he was particular enough to aſk what 


: : ſort of a noſe ſtood in your face. 


Cond. Wherefore theſe queſtions ? 

Iſt Rob. Troth I think he wou'd like well to fave 
in our band; for he ſeems to have a marvellous nice 
Notion of honour. He took up your dagger of curious 
workmanſhip, that lies on Jour table in the cave, and 
did ſo ftudy the dudgeon on't ; marry, the boy knows 
how to handle a weapon, I war rant bim. 

|... Gond, Where have you beſtow'd kim? 

iſt Rob. Why, he was ſo importunate, that 1 
have e' en brought him and bis man along hither, —— 
The man I fear'd might babble ; ſo I've intruſted him, 
till you give orders for his eleaſe, to your friend Bar- 
ton here, and he, finding he has been a butler, lock d 


him in the cellaridge. 
Gond, 
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Gond, Conduct the youth hither. 
[Exit I/ Robber. 


Then why ſhou'd I repine ?—ſince there are others 
who, in the early Spring and May of life, behold the 
promis'd bloſſoms of their hopes nipt in the very bud. 
Here comes the youth, and bears a goodly outlide z 
yet tis a ſlender bark, that Providence ne'er fram'd 
for toſſing much in a rough {za of troubles. 


Enter 1ſt ROBBER, with ADELINE. 
1ft Rob. Here, youth, this is our captain ; cheer 


up now, and ſpeak boldly—you need not fear—a raw 
youth, Captain, but a mettled one ! I'll warrant him. 


A word with you—(takes Gong. apart.) 


Adel. It is, it is, my lord !—Oh Heaven! my 
heart—to find him thus too! yet to find him any how 
is tranſport !—(afide.) 

Iſt Rob. I ſhall look to it—you would be private— 
now [| take it. Now, youth, plead cleverly to be ad- 
mitted amongſt us, and your fortune's made—be but 
a ſhort time with us, and it will go hard indeed if 
all your Cares in this world are not ſhortly at an end. 

Exit. 


Gond. Now to your buſineſs, youth. 


Adel. Tis brief. I have been ſorely wrung, fir, 
by the keen preſſure of miſhap. I once had friends 


they have left me. One whom 1 thought a ſpecial 


one, 8 noble gentleman, who pledged himſelf by all 


the ties that are moſt binding to a man, to guard my 


uninſtructed youth—even he, to whom my ſoul look'd 
up, whom I might fay, I lov'd as with a woman's' 


tenderneſs even he has now deſerted me, 
Gond, Then he ated baſely. 
Auel. I hope not ſo, fir. 
Gond, Tru me, youth, I think he did; for 
1 E there's 
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there's an open native ſincerity that 0 thy coun- 
tenance, which I ſcarce believe could pive juſt cauſe 
to a ſteady friend to leave thee, 

Adel. Now, by my holy dame, he had none to 
ſuſpect me; - yet from the preſſure of the time, ſome 


trying chance But 1 am wand' ring this is 
my. ſuit to you—if you ſhould find me fit to be in- 
ſtructed with the ſecrets of your party, I could wiſh 
to be enroll'd among you. 
Send. Hait thou well weighed the hardſhips which 
Dur life conſtrains us to? — our perils, nightly watch- 
_ Ings—our fears, diſquietudes—our jealouſies, e en of 
ourielves, which keep the lawleſs mind for ever. on 
the firetch, and turn our ſleep to frightful (lumbers ; 
When imagination diſcovers to the dull and feverous 
Lenſe 'miſhapen forms ghaſtly and horrible! and mixes 
In the chaos of the brain terrors half real, half unna- 
_ tural; till nature, ſtruggling under the oppreſſion, 
rouſes the ſleeping watch ! who ſtarts and wipes the 
chilly drop from off his clay cold temples, and fain 
would call for help, yet dare not utter—but trembles 
on his couch, ſilent and horror-ſtruck ! | 

Adel. Attem pt not to diſſuade: me I am fixed 
yet there is one ſoft tie! which when I think— the 
cruel edge of keen neceſſity * cut aſunder—almoſt 
burſts my heart. ä 

"Gond. What is it, youth? 

Adel. That which from my youth—(for I. have 
ſcarcely yet told one-and-twenty)—might haply not 
be thought—yet ſo it is Know, then, that I am 
married, | 
Gen. Married! didſt ſay? And doſt thou love = 
the—_—Oh ſ—— 

Adel. Witneſs for me Heaven! the pare and holy 
war within tha: fills my boſom. 

Gong. mw. then, my ws: bleeds for thee | 5 
thou 
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thou might'ſt as eaſily attempt to walk unmov'd, with 
all the liquid fire which Etna vomits pour'd in thy 
breaſt, as here to hope for happinels. Oh, what 
does the heart feel; that's rudely torn from the dear 
object of its wedded love! and Qlill, to add a ſpur to 
gall'd reflection, that very object witneſs of the cauſe 
arraians yuur conduct! 

Agel. (with emotion.) And have you felt this? 

Gond. I tell thee, wretched youth fie, thou un- 
man ſt me !—Prithee return, young man — I have a 
feeling, a fellow- feeling for thee. It thou hop'ſt for 
gentle peace to be an inmate With thee, turn thy "Ps 
homewards—link not with our band. 


Adel. Wherefore ſhou'd | return! return to wit-_ 


nefs the bitter load of miſery which circumſtance has 
brought upon my houſe— 

Gord. And. haſt thou children, then ? —whoſe in- 
nocence have oft beguil'd thy hours, who have lo-k'd 
up imiing in thy face, till the ſweet tear of yaprurous 


content has trickied down thy cheek ! —— Thou trying, - 


fortune !—Mark out the frozen breaſt of apathy, and 
; triple caſe it round in adamant ! — Throw but this 
pois nous ſnaft of malice at it, twill pierce it through 
and through! _ 
Adel, And if I donate * twere ſo— 
Gond. Hear me, young man! thou wriog 't a 
ſecret from me, which, till this hour, was bs in 


ſilence here; while, vulture-like, it prey'd upon my 


heart !—/ am married! J have a wife! and one whom 
kindly Nature form'd in her laviſh mood. Oh her 


gentle love beam'd thro' her eyes whene'er ſhe tura'd. 
them on me, with ſuch a mild and virtuous inno- 
_ cence, that it might charm ſtern murder; and yet 1 


have wounded, villain-like, her peace !——But I am 


puniſh'd for't day, night, awake, aſleep, till or iu 
| action,—— Bleeding fancy pictures my wife fitting in 


2 ſilent 
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fileat mn heart · broken, mild in ſuffer- 
ance, mingling meek forgiveneſs with bitter agony— 
blefling him who wrongs her ;—while my poor chil- 
dren, my deſerted little ones, hang on her knees, and 
watch the ſilent drops ſteal down her grief-worn face | 
Tea, doſt thou weep !—ſhape thy courſe homeward 
then—for pangs, like mine, wou'd ſo convulſe thee, 
youth, that, like an engine, twou'd wrench thy ten- 
der nature from its frame, and pluck life with eek 
(revins.) 

Adel. Oh wy dear lord lord! here ceaſe thoſe 
paygs—here, in the cxtacy of joy, behold your Ade- 
line now rolhing to the arms 1. a belov'd huſband— 
(runs to bim.) | 

 Goxd. Merciful Helen? * wy Adeline ! and haſt 
thou, oh! my heart, this fudden conffict— thus ler 
me cta'p thee to it, ne'er. to part more, till pangs of 
dearth mall ſhake us What haſt thow fuffer'd, ſweet, 
for me to canfe and are our childszen— * 

£41. Well, znd in fafery. 

Saad Cou'd I leare thear too? 

Ae Nay, I prithee now—no more of 41 
Not from thy memury all former forrows; H we 

think upon, be ir ar ſome calm moment, when com- 

temat files ronnd our happy board! — And truſſt me 

now, I think oar florms arc over — On my way 

1 karnt ite houſe. of York has now fent forth fre 

pardon to all thole who, long attached to the Lan 

her» yok party, have not muſter'd in their late enter- 

Prite 

4 Gond, Bleſſed chance! that now coaflrained me 

to ination IU now turn home, and quit this hated 

life of plunder.— But oh, my Adcline—once more 


to hold thee—1o teturn to  happinels—+to ſee our chil- 
1 


dren. | J 
| | 8 | | | Exuter 


11 
Enter iſt RoBBER. 


Gond. How now, what's the matter? 

Iſt Rob. Marry, the matter is with the oaf in the 
cellar ; the fool ſhakes as if he were in an ague; we 
may e'en turn him a-drift any how, for he will no 
how to turn to our account. He 's cowardly and poor-- 
he eat neither rob nor be robb'd. 

Adel. Oh! 'tis my man—I pray you conduct him 
hides. . | —— 
Iſt Rob, Vil trandle him in; but you'll make no- 
thing of him [ have been trying to take him into 
ſervice, and mage him fit for our party, but there are 
ſome manner of men 'tis impoſſible to work any good 
upon. [Exit 

Adel. Poor Gimpleton ! tis Gregory, who, in pure 
zeal and hogeſt attachment, has followed me. 


Enter GREGORY, 


Greg. Wey this is the great cock captain of 
the whole brood of banditti !=——tis all over I Land 1 
have been ſhur up theſe two hours like a calf for kil- 
ling Lord! lord! if calves did but know the rea- 
fon of their being, ttall'd as I have, they'd fo fall awa ay 
with tear, tha: veal would {carce be worth the bring- 

ing to marker. | 

Gond. Why, how now, man? 

Greg, (not looting at boo, Oh Le:d! I'm a poor 
fas Gr, indeed !—thall be a long time in getting 
rich, and would fain not die till I am ſo— Take my 
life, ſir, and you take my all; and truly, fir, you'll 
find that time has a mortgage upon it of forty-two 
Jears; and the furniture of late is ſo worn wich ill 
uſage, that the remainder of the leaſe is not worth 
your * noble fir, yon would but 
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—(turne and ome him) — Eh, oh, oh, the father! 
No Ves — Oh Lord ! oh fear! 

Gond, Why, doſt thou not kaow me, Gregory? 

Greg, Huzza! he's found — (jump, Dear, my 
lord, 1 never was ET ſince I was born, at the ſight 
of you! 92 

Cond. Truſt 25 1 thiok ſo, Gbr Come, 
love, let's tato calmer conference—iollow, good Gre- 


Sorry. 


Fame all but Gregory: 


Greg.” Here's a f \mple change in a man 's fortune! 
now might I, when I ſay ' tis he, were it not as plain 
*tis he as a boſs is 4 noſe fur ear that my eyes were 
putting a lie in my mouth, in very ſpite of my teeth. 
Gad a man might go near to think that one of the 
thieves had robb'd my lord of his perſon, and was 
| wearing it out, that his own might lie by. Oh, the 

quiet comfortable days that I ſhall fee again | — Mercy . 
on me! *tis enough to make a coward tremble to 
think on the battles my valour has been put to. 
Nothing now again. but old fare—old rubbing of 
ſpoons, and a cup of old ſherry. behind the old pan- 


| try- door, to comfort my old noſe in a ad froſty 


morning. | 
8 AN 
5 Gregory. 
IN a quiet old pariſh, on a brown healiby old moor, 
Stands my maſfer's old gate, whoſe threſhold is wore, 
With many old friends, who for liquor wou'd roar, 


And L uncork'd the berry” that I taſted before. 
Moderation. 


5 Then 1 had my old quiet pantry, of the ſervants was 


TS” head, 
7 Kept the key of the old cellar, old d plat, and | chipp'd 
the MEAS breadz | 5 
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If an odd old barrel was miſſing, it was eaſily ſaid, 
That the very old beer. was one morning found dead. 
Moderation. 
But we had a good old cuſtom, when the week did 
| begin, 8 
T o ſhew = my account I had not waſted a pin; 
For my lord, tho' he was bountiful, thought walte 
"Was 8 Go. 
And never wou'd lay out much, but when my lady 
lay-in. 
Mederation. 


Good lack, good lack, dame fortune on me did frown, 
And I left my old quiet pantry, to ti udge from town 
to town, 


Worn off my old legs, in ſearch of bobs, thuwps and 
cracks of the crown, - 


I was fairly knock'd UP, and ** foully knock d 
down. 
4644. 0 15 nn Alter ation. 


I: 144% 's 7 £51 = Exit. 


SCE NET: Village 


Enter Queen, LA VARENNE and PRINCE. 


Dueen, The northern coaſt beſet 4 i 

Jar. Cloſe watch'd with enemies: twere too bold 
a riſque that way to ſeek the ſea 5 then bend your 
courſe thro' Cumberland; fo pleaſe you, at Solway 
Frith we have warm friends to favour our embarka- 
tion; failing thence to Galloway, with all convenient 
ſpeed, we ſtretch towards Edinburgh, and thither- 
- wards I learn the king is fled, where, in the boſom 
of the Scottiſh court, you may in ſafety ſtay, tin the 
_ - fuccour, which noble Burgundy, warm in beauty's | 
Sue once more his aid no doubt will lend. 


Queen. 
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Queen. Then ts ſharp in jury ſubdue baſe minds 
alone, its ſcalding ipitit pour'd in a royal breaſt will 
quicken vengeance — Come, good Seneſchal, there's 
hope in't yet. Holds it not likely, when our diſ- 
pers'd nobility (hall hear we are again on foot, our 
royal ſtandard will. be flock'd with friends. —Here 
comes the fellow whom I told you of. 


Enter GONDIBERT, ADELINE, and Ga EGO. | 


een. Now, good friend, the news? 
Gond, This, as my {pies inform me, madam, Mon- 
tac ue has puſh'd right north, towards Dunſtaburgh, 
t oping there to ſurpriſe your majeſty. 
een. Let the tool on, this tivours our intended 
march thro* Cumberland. What elſe ? 
_.. Gond. No more, but that ſome twenty or there- 
abouts, of your diſperſed fol liers are tailen in my 
| er I have Made bold, finding that here the vil- 
lage is attach'd in honeſt bands of loyalty, to direct 
my men to march them hither; if your coui ſe (hou'd 
need a guard, thoſe few will ſerve you when more- 
were dangerous. 
uren. Oh, true! true feflow ! believe me, ent 
friend, of all the bolts which ſpiteful fortune hurls 
againſt my crown, none ſtiikes ſo deeply as my poor 
ability how to requite thy faith, _ 
Gend, Madam, the ſubject who, in bis poor en- 


deavonrs can relieve a ſovereign from diſtreſs, they 


who are loyal will pour down bleſſings on him—That 

requital three-fold repays his ſervices. —But here— 

heaven has in pity of my ſorrows, now pour d balm 
aupon my bleeding ſuffer ings. | | 

een. What, my young warrior ! 
4 A weak one madam, and a woman too — 
your pardon madam, if to ſeck a bu'l and, happy has 
been my ſearch, more than the caule, althv* my heart 
bs warm in't— brought me hither. 8 
| Greg. 
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Greg, And trols, madam, I ſhou'd but lie in my 
throat, if F were to ſay I came from pure valonr.. 

Gand. Peace — your guard approaches madam: 
and the villagers, anxious in zeal to fee their royal 
miſtrefs, ia throngs have follow'd. 


Enter Proceſſion of SoLDIERS, then VILLAGERS. 


1 een. This is a charming fight—ſoon may this 
_ warmth be general, and may Henry baſk in its genial 
ſun- ſhine— England, awhile farewell! and if in future 
times —no doubt 'twill be ſo—thy king unites his peo- 
ple to his confidence, and his commanding virtues, 
mild, yet kingly, fhall draw the breath of rapturous 
loyalty from the guilt palace to the elay- built cottage, 
then will thy realm — be enviable.— Strike, 


then on 
F IN A LE. nous. 


Dread wars ar length all over, 
We ll ſeek the rural plain 3 
Each ſoldier gow a lover, 


Stall daſp his lore again. = ä 
. — Dread C.. 


Sweet peace all jo;s s pollciiiog, 
Long, long our country bleſs 
The grateful boon confeſſiag, 3 


GMs crown our happineſs. | 
Chorus —Dread Wars, ere. 


Dear mirth for ever ſmiliog, 
Come nimbly wich thy train, 
: With glee the hours beguiling, 


Trip, trip it o'er the plain. 
Chorus. — Dread with 9 


2 
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| With pleafure's balms delighting, 
Let Cupid now command, 
And fince we've done with fighting, 


Let's all om hand in hand. 
Chorus, —Dread wars, Se. 


— 


* 


